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upon the child as he sat, stolid and handsome, in his little
white cap, perched on a bench picking at the pink
geraniums.

She laughed, bent forward her dark face out of the
shadow, swift into a glitter of sunshine near the sunny baby,
laughing again excitedly, making mother-noises. The
child took no notice of her. She caught him swiftly into
the shadow, and they were obscured; her dark head was
against the baby's wool jacket, she was kissing his neck,
avidly, under the creeper leaves. The pink geraniums still
frilled joyously in the sunshine.

I had forgotten the padrone. Suddenly I turned to him
inquiringly.

*The Signora's nephew,' he explained, briefly, curdy,
in a small voice. It was as if he were ashamed, or too
deeply chagrined,

The woman had seen us watching, so she came across
the sunshine with the child, laughing, talking to the baby,
not coming out of her own world to us, not acknowledging
us, except formally.

The Signor Pietro, queer old horse, began to laugh and
neigh at the child, with strange, rancorous envy. The
child twisted its face to cry. The Signora caught it away,
dancing back a few yards from her old husband.

'I am a stranger,' I said to her across the distance* 'He
is afraid of a stranger.'

'No, no,' she cried back, her eyes flaring up. 'It is the
man. He always cries at the men.'

She advanced again, laughing and roused, with the child
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